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Of Demons ? fiery-hot to burst

All barriers in her onward race

For power.    Let her know her place;

She is the second, not the first.

A higher hand must make her mild,
If all be not in vain ; and guide
Her footsteps, moving side by side

With wisdom, like the younger child :

For she is earthly of the mind.

But wisdom heavenly of the soul.
O, friend, who earnest to thy goal

So early, leaving me behind,

I would the great world grew like thee,
Wlio grewest not alone in power
And knowledge, but from hour to hour

In reverence and in charity.

Now fades the last long streak of snow,
Now burgeons every maze of quick
About the flowering squares, and thick
By ashen roots the violets blow.
Now rings the woodland loud and long,
The distance takes a lovelier hue,
And drown'd in yonder living blue
The lark becomes a sightless song.
Now dance the lights on lawn and lea,
The flocks are whiter down the vale,
And milkier every milky sail
On winding stream or distant sea;
Where now the seamew pipes, or dives
In yonder greening gleam, and fly
The happy birds, that change their sky
To build and brood; that live their lives